
Tragedie ~~ 

.fry then, who doeft thou mean e fliall h«» h**v 
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K*»g> That I would learne of you, 

A s one tha.t were beft acquainted with her humor. 

And wilt thou learne of me ? 

King. Madam with all my heart. 

£li*. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A paire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 
Edwardzndrorfa then happily Ihewill weepe. 

Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Market 

And h W h f *f " u* handkercheffe ftce P* »n Rut/andt blood, 
And bid her dne her weeping eyes therew ith, 

• c lnducemen t force her not to loue. 

Send her a ftory of thy noble ads: 

Tell her thou mad' ft away her vnckle Clarence, 

". er , V " cke Kiuers, ye a, and for her fake 

Madeft quicke conueiancc with her good Aunt Anne. 

King. Come, come, ye mockeme,this is not the way 
To win nc your daughter. * 

£1** • There is no other way, 

Vnleife thoucouldft put on fome other fhape. 

And not be Richard that hath donealhhis* 

f n re i P eace by his alliance. 

Slu. •’Vhich flie fliall purchafe with ftill lading warre. 
^.Saythat the King which may command intreats. 

1 hat at her hands which the Kings king forbid. 
King. Say (he fliall be a high and mightieQueene. 

T o waile the title as her mother doth. 

King. Say I will loue her euerlaftingly. 

But how long fhall that title euerlaft? 

King. Sweetly inforce vnto her faireliues end. 

But how long fairely fliall that title laft? 

King. So long as heauen and nature lengthens it. . 

^g- So long as hell and Richard likes of it- 
Ki^g- Say I her foueraigne am her fubied loue. 
s^g. But flic your fubiedloaths fuchfoueraingtic. 




of Richard the Third, 

vine. Be eloquent in my behalfc to her. 

An honeft tale fpeeds beft being plamely told. 
Then .in plaine tearmes tell her my louing tale. 

G)u Plaine and not honeft is too harlh a ftite. 

& .Madam, your reaforis aretoo fliallovv& too quick, 
Qu O no, my reafons aretoo deepe and dead. 
Toodeepe and dead poorc infants in their graue, 

Harpeon it ftill fhall I, till heart-ftrings breake. 

King. Now b‘y my George, my Garter, and my Crowne 
£>u. Prophan’d, diflionor’d,and the third vfurped. 
King. I fweare by nothing. 

<?».By nothing, for this is ho oath. 

The George prophan’d, hath loft his holy honor . 

The Garter blemifht, pawn’d his Knightly vertue; 

The Crownevfurpt, difgrac’c his Kingly dignitie, 

Iffomething thou wilt fweare to be bclecudc, 

Sweare then by fomething that thou haft not wrong d 
King. Now, by the world. 

Jj)u. Tis fullo&thy foule wrongs. 

King. My fathers death. 

gx. Thy felfe hath that diflionor’d. 

King. Then by my felfe. 

<£h. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft. 

King . Why, then by God. 

<Hh. Gods wrong is moft of all: 

If thou hadft fear’d, to breake an oath by him. 

The vnitie the King my brother made. 

Had not beene brokcn,nor my brother flaine. 

If thou hadft fear’d to breake an oath by him, 
Thelmperiall mettall circling now thy brow. 

Had grac’t the tender temples of my child. 

And both thePrinces had beene breathing here, 

Which now two tender play-fellowes for duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worme. 

King. By the time to come. 

^g. That thou haft wrong’d in time orepaft, 

For I my felfe haue many teares to wafli 
Hereafter time for time, by thee paft wrong’d, 

The children liue, whofe parents thou haft flaughtered, 
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